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HIGH LIGHTS 


SEA CA3PTAIN 


by Harold Carew 


He saunters feebly down the village street 
To visit old, familiar haunts he knew, 

And on the ancient wharves he stops to greet 
Old shipmates, once so many, now so few. 

His eyes are dim; his once firm mouth is drawn; 
His rolling gait has lost its agile pace; 

The winds of eighty winters that are gone 
Have made deep furrows on his sturdy face. 

Yet when he hears the whispering of the sea. 
Adventure beckons him, and he must go: 

Its call is like some subtle alchemy, 

A mystic call which only sailors know. 

He waits, a proud young skipper in his prime. 
For crews that vanished with the tides of time. 


For better or for worse the day of the unusual 
is upon us. In the arts, in science, in war and 

the policies of the nations, we are thrilled and as¬ 
tonished, appalled and amazed, 

recent issue of the poetry Journal, ^flNGS, Jtanton 
A, Coblentz has paid his respects to this trend in 
a masterly discussion of the craze for the unusual 
in the realm of poetry. 

In an analysis which is blessedly from 

dithyrambics, Mr. Coblentz draws a 

between the really great unusualness which derives 
from style, feeling, the personality of the creator, 
etc., etc., and that lesser but frequently 
striking unusualness which depends almost wholy 
upon subject matter. The latter he 
as often having "little value other than that of 

blare and blatancy.," 

Whether or not shot-gun efficacies may he ap¬ 
propriate to the deeper urges which ^’^^erlie the 
fountains of literature, in one instance, Jt least, 
a happy blending and combination of the hwo - tne 
real and the artificial unusualness - h^ proven 
suooessful. We refer, naturally, to that little 
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gem,TRUE CONFESSION, which appeared in a recent is¬ 
sue of HIGH LIGHTS. 

And we wish to refer also to that certain, al¬ 
most legendary genius, in pursuit of whom one pair 
of editorial boots already has 

pers. • In the event that he be brought to earth 
soon - as is from moment to - moment., expected - 
dare hope to obtain from him a definite recipe to 
offer to our readers; his formula — the secret of 

his success. 

We know how well it works, because in our own 
youth we have been privileged now and then to look 

on to watch as he worked it. But now, unfor- 

tunatelv. owinp; to the gentle haze which rises to 

obscure^most of our ratiocinatlve functionings, we 

cannot name any of the elements which enter 
the make-up of this potent brew;however, we do re¬ 
call distinctly that the quantity to be used of the 
first ingredient is three fingers in a wash-tub. 




■it 




■it 




REMEMBER; Regular meetings of the 

Guild are held on the first Friday of each month, at 
8:00 p.m. 


GUILD PROGRAM FOR JULY 5TH 


Miss Mabel Stockwell Kay, registered nurse at 
P J. C., West Campus, and the Edison and Altadena 
elementary schools, will address the meetl^^on the 
subject,- "The Underprivileged American Child. 

• With so much war news and war talk in the news¬ 
papers, and so much being said ® 

and war orphans, we are in danger of forgetting our 
ovm children in this country. They need our aid and 
attention,too, especially the underprivileged child. 

Kc^y is well qualified to speak upon this > topic 
which should be of interest to us all. 



HIGH LIGHTS 


FOR MAYTA, DANCER by John Russell McCarthy 


Listening now to the words of your hands I know 
how upstart is the tongue with its sureless letters. 

Your feet like winds between the stone and the blood 
are a singing where the memory thins and where 
the reason chokes, and where the heart is made. 

Your body moving is .the curve backward through life 
to the meaning; your body moving is the yearning 

forward 

through life and unlife to the sureness of rhythm, 

of wave. 

Your body moving is the music, the light, the liquid 
wondering if love is not the beginning and the end. 


WE WANT TO LAUGH by Lucille Harmon 


A while back someone said, "Some day they'll 
give people medals for making other people laugh." 
This seemed ridiculous at the time, but now I real¬ 
ize that there is truth in the statement. A lull . 
has come over the general public these past months; 
and now more than ever we need our sense of humor. 

During the first World War, we had the now 
'lost art' of vaudeville, which v/as indeed a life- 
saver to many a poor soul as it helped to lessen 
worries. Even v/ar-torn nations do not want re¬ 

minders of war in their entertainment; and in this 
free country we should rejoice in our good fortune. 

At a gathering of some two hundred people re¬ 
cently, an entertainment was staged in which humor 
predominated from start to finish. Several persons 
were heard to say, "What a pleasure to see a show 
like this rather than to listen to depressing war 
news. This is Just what we needed." 
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CAMERA CLUB NOTES 


by Harry Arnold 


The Camera Club ie active. The'membership•has 
decided that a portion of the club meetin^^s shall be 
set aside for technical discussions. It was -planned 
to have a series of talks and demonstrations that 
would parallel a complete course in photography. The 
first of these lectures was given by Mr. Hartman at 
the meeting of June 11th. Mr. Hartman explained and 
demonstrated the many types of cameras, shutters,and 
lenses, and showed the advantages and disadvantages 
of each. 

The meeting of June 25th was devoted to the de¬ 
velopment of the negative. The method of producing 
a negative of any desired contrast was demonstrated 
by our president, Mr. Louis Ziegler. From his talk 
v/e learned how to expose and develop for the ideal 
negative and hov/ to produce any desired effect. 

The Club held its first field trip Sunday, June 
2nd, at the old Carter estate in Sierra Madre. Many 
excellent pictures v/ere taken of the very beautiful 
grounds and buildings. The old house and the histor¬ 
ic antiques it contained aroused much Interest among 
the members. Our next field trip will be held June 
30th at Dr. Krebs' estate, 333 East Alegria Street, 
between nine and twelve in the morning. The pictures 
obtained v;lll be the assignment for the ' folloviring 
meeting, July 9th. 

There has been much comment upon the quality of 
work now being done by the club members. Their work, 
both in color and in black and white, is quite equal 
to the best in the country. The Club plans to con¬ 
duct one of the Guild meetings in the near „-.’future* 
giving a shovi in color and exhibiting some of these 
marvelous prints. 

The Club meets the second and fourth Tuesdays 
of each month. All members and any others interested 
in photography are urged to attend. Guild membership 
is all that is required for membership in the Club. 
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HIGH LIGHTS 


HAVE FAITH 


I3y 


Leslie B. Wynne 


A black menacing cloud rises out of the east, A 
short while ago it was no bigger than your hand; now 
like a billowing poisonous fog, it spreads rapidly 
out across the sky. Already from horizon to horizon, 
its shadow darkens the corners of all the world. One 
by one, the lights go out; one by one, the stars in 
the highest heaven are dimmed and are seen no more. 
The nations have met at Armageddon and have started 
a whirlwind, and the whirlwind has grown a tornado 
that sweeps.the six continents and the seven seas. 
Now the children cry one to another 'f^o can outlive 
this storm? It must be that the end of the world is 
come and that civilization perishes. But the strong 
man gathers them all into his vaults underground^and 
he shouts aloud against the roar of the wind. Put 
vour trust in the foundations of the house, and have 
faith to endure!" And he battens down the door abo^ 
their heads with heavy bars, so that when the storm 
is past they may emerge again, though the roof and 
the superstructure that the builders raised is fal¬ 
len, 

Vienna, Prague, Warsaw, Louvain, Paris! Now for 
a time, their spirits go forth from them and are 
dimmed; for it is not with stone, and with mortar'that 
a city is built,but with free men and women and hap¬ 
py children from whom comes that spirit that gives a 
city life. Now for a while their sun is darkened and 
they go under eclipse, but it is only S' while. 
Cities,pass to the conqueror;governments and nations 
fall; empires crumble and go down into the silent 
dust and their peoples are scattered;but though, they 
pass into the ends of the earth, so long as the peo¬ 
ple live and endure and retain their spirit and 
their genius, they will rise again, and apln they 
will build their cities, and the last building shall 
be greater than the first. You cannot for long sub¬ 
merge, you cannot conquer, you cannot enslave nor 
destroy a great and a brave people that holds to its 
genius and wills to endure and to live. 

It is not as though this were the first time 
that the storm has descended. Time after time, in 
other days, the clouds have gathered and the whirl¬ 
wind has^struck in all its fury. The tornado has 

come, and the hurricane, and have laid their a^aths 
of ruin nation-wide across the globe, and the gre^ 
oaks that had’stood for a thousand years went down 
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upon the hills and encumbered with their branches the 
valleys and the fertile plains. In those days,too,the 
people cried one to another, "Who can outlive this 
storm?" And when it was all over and the darkness had 
passed, they stood about in the sunlight stupified to 
find themselves yet alive, wondering and staring with 
amazement at the great calm that had settled upon all 
the land. 

Invariably and without fail, nothing that was 
ever built with the sv/ord has outlived, its , builder, 
and so it v^ill be again. This darkness, too, will 
pass. The French people, the English people, the Pol¬ 
ish people, the Jewish people, the Czech people - yes, 
and the German people, too - will yet be living and 
will be happy under the free light of heaven long, 
long after these brutal conquerors of our generation 
have gone down by the selfsame path that every con¬ 
queror has gone before them,and have left the grasses 
to grov/ and the lilies to star the meadows in the sun 
where once their legions ran. 


"By what can every heart attain to lasting hap¬ 
piness and peace? 

"And to him whose mind was estranged from sin 
the answer came, '’When the fire of lust is gone out, 
then peace is gained; when the fires of hatred and de¬ 
lusion are gone out, then peace la gained; v/hen the 
troubles of mind, arising from pride, credulity, and 
all other sins, have ceased, then peace is gainedi’" 

(From Buddhist Birth Stories, - T.vV.Rhys Davids) 


"Let us live happily then, not hating those who 
hate usl Among men who hate, us, let us dwell'-free from 
hatredI Let us live happily then, free from ailments 
among the aillngl Among men who are ailing, let us 
dwell free from ailmentsi Let us live happily then, 
free from greed among the greedyi Among men who are 
greedy, let us dwell free from greedi" 

(From the Dhammapada, Sacred Books of the East, 

Volume X) 
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HIGH LIGHTS 


DRAiIA. Si^GTION TO REPEAT PLAY 


On June 15th, the Drama Seotion of the oierra 
Madre .Arts Guild, known as the "Tin Barn Players, 
put on a "High Jinks" show at the big tin barn on 
East Montecito Street, which was such a big^sauccess 
'that it is to be repeated on the evening of July o, 
this time for the benefit of the San Gabriel Valley 
Newspaperwomen's Ambulance Fund Drive. 
performance is sponsored by Mr. and Mrs, Lee ohippey 
as well as the Sierra Madre Arts Guild, and the pro¬ 
ceeds will be the Guild's contribution towards tMs 
Ambulance Fund Drive. Organizations to assist in the 
second presentation will be the 

iliary, Eastern Star Social Club, the aierra Madre 
'Roman's Club, and the Sierra Madre woman s Club Jun¬ 
iors, The players are under the able direction oi 
Mrs. Milton Steinberger. 

In the Los Angeles Times of June 19th, in his 
column, the "Lee Side o' L.A.," Mr. Shippey had thi 
to say of the performance of June 15th: 

NINE O'CLOCK TO.'/N - Sierra Madre has been 

called the town .where nothing ever ^ 

the sidewalks are taken in at 9 o clock. But be not 
deceived. Last Saturday night Sierra Madre put on a 
show which didn't start until 9 P.m. and lasted un- 
+ 111 Of course every town has put on local X/aieni 
shows’which didn't start until 9 P.m.» l^nt ih®^ 
all billed to start at 7:30. This show wasn t billed 
to start until 9 and what began then was only an 
overture. Sierra Madre has many citizens who have 
had stage experience and there was everything from 
dancinR such as you might see at ii,arl v^arroll s ^and 
travesty such as you might see at "The Drunkard o 
rjeally brilliant acting. Now neighboring cities are 
clamoring to see the show. They want to feel sophls 
ticated and devilish, too. 






■JS- 


«• 






Mr. Alfred Dewey has contributed a f^-^® 
oil painting to be raffled off for the_ benefit of 
the San Gabriel Valley Ambulance Fund ^ a,t 

painting, "Eucalyptus Grove, is now on ^ 

the Sierra Madre Bank where tickets at 50 cents eaon 
mav le obtained. On July 20th, the drawing f°h the 
painting will be made at the Duarte ranoho home of 
District Attorney and Mrs. Buron Fitts. 


i 
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THINGS I LOVE 


Marjorie Hesse 


Sally said I wasn’t to talk about war in this 
article. So I'm going to obey Sally (doesn t 

everybody?) and talk about the things I love ••• 

These days changed me ... and because of 
that I know they have changed you ... I have an •in¬ 
tensity now that I never had before .*. a greed for 
lovely things ..i Every flaming red hibiscus blossom 
I happen by I want to crush into my memory ... The 
sight of a bird swooping across a field ... makes me 
sad for those years,before ... when birds winged and 
I didn't see ... 

... I love the peace and beauty of the 
fields on South Baldwin ... lying so serpely in the 
sun ... Men working with horses ... raking ... ana 
baling hay ... make me believe in sanity again ... 

I have watched those fields for many months novr ... 
the first green ... the beautiful shy flowers ... 
then the gradual turning to the soft brown of dried 
hay ... The shadows play across them in a manner 
that I want to remember ... always. 

For some reason ... I more lofton >• efeather _'my 
mother into my arms ... and kiss hor ... ^ 
you why ... and all the silly, unimportant things 
that once I — so short a time ago — set store by 
... amuse me ... and make me want to laugh in a twis¬ 
ted sort of way ... 

... As I live each day ... I try not to forget 
what's happening ... but to make it a dark curtain 
against which the small things of life shall stand 

out ... 

... How could I forget? ... But t can so arrange 
my own life that I can meet whatever fate may send 
... While none of us may choose the things that hap¬ 
pen to us ... we can each choose the way in which we 

meet them .... 
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HIGH LIGHTS 


DPBE ECHOES 


At the June meeting, the Guild had the pleasure 
of listening to two distinguished speakers, Dr. 
Vlastimal Kybal and his son, Milic Kybal. Introduced 
by Mr. Harold Garew, the elder Kybal, one of the 
founders of the Republic of Czechoslovakia, and for 
more than twenty years Czechoslovakian Minister to 
various countries, spoke on "Basic Problems of the 
European Peace." His son, Milic, spoke on "iJilltary 
Aspects of the' European War." At the conclusion of 
their talks, both speakers kindly devoted considera¬ 
ble time to answering the many questions from the 
audience. 

The musical program, arranged by Mrs, Milton 
Steinberger, was given by Blanche Wayne Marfield of 
Altadena, singer and teacher of singing, who pre¬ 
sented two of her artist•*pupils, Frances Fursten- 
* burger, mezzo-cbntralto, and Harley Pryor, baritone. 

In a charming group of songs. 

Mrs, Marfleld, who came to,California from New 
York, and before devoting her talent to teaching 
voice had a brilliant career as a singer in New York, 
Canada, and the larger eastern cities, was at the 
head of her own school of singing in Poughkeepsie, 
of Vassar College fame, before she removed to the 
West Coast.' ' She developed some outstanding voices 
there. 

In Sierra Madre, as well as Pagadena and Alta¬ 
dena, where she has gathered singing pupils,Mrs,Mar¬ 
fleld has won the reputation of bringing out the 
very best in a singer. It is doubtless due to her 
own experience as a singer, and her extensive know¬ 
ledge of repertoire. She is a welcome addition to 
the membership of the Sierra Madre Arts Guild. 

Dwight Marfleld, her husband, writer of mystery 
fiction, with E.P.Dutton & Co. as his publishers, is 
also becoming a member of the Guild, They both agree 
that Sierra Madre is the one spot in . .tjie Southl'and 
that blends majestic beauty and intriguing charm with 
an atmosphere of repose, "A pool of serene quiet in a 
mad world that is always talking about going places, 
and takes nothing with it when it goes, is the way 
Mr, Garfield puts it. 
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Just over a year ago it was that Mr» W»,3. Crolly 
left Sierra Sladre to take a leisurely automobile tour 
by v/ay of the Klamath country and many devious routes 
ending up recently at Yorktown Heights, N.Y.; 

Alfred Dewey received a ■.•.letter- from him a few 
weeks ago. And''this letter, which, is - in many .ways 
mor.e than a letter — being primarily a tra'velogue 
with saga-istic tendencies, and in its way a very gen¬ 
uine work of art -- Mr, Dewey wishes to share with his 
friends of the Guild. 

"Spring is come," Mr. Crolly remarks, but without 
the air of believing himself to be the first to .note 
that fact, "with a creaking and v/rench of dead limbs; 
and -- I am homesick for California.■ The season'is 
six weeks late; only last week I had to drain the rad¬ 
iator at night. We are having a typical northern Ver¬ 
mont or Canadian spring only forty miles north of 
Times Square, The natives groan v/hen you mention last 
winter." 

He goes on to tell of his visit to Florida last 
winter. One inch of ice on a bird-bath one January 
night fifty miles north of Miami. A bottled-gas kit¬ 
chen range v;as the only heat in his apartment, regu¬ 
lated by the 'flinty' landlord to barely burn at all. 
Ten below zero in Atlanta, 

And of his visit to pieasantville, Ne'w York, two 
days before writing the letter "I dropped into 
Bell's store, saw your immortal painting of old Pleas- 
antville, which Induces this nostalgic letter.' 

Those of us who know ohe Klamath country may see 
it again in Mr. Crolly's experiences,through his eyes. 
He says that fishermen come there "from as far ,a,3 Eng¬ 
land to have the steelheads carry away their tackle. 

He visited Crater Lake, whose incredible beauty 
actually hurts, and tells that his windshield still 
carries a sticker from there, along with one of Yel- 
lov^stone; "they give me a y/rench every time I look at 
them." 

These are merely a few items lifted from the ac¬ 
count of the travels of Mr, Crolly as.set forth in a 
six page letter v/hich is an epistle to be included in 
the most noteworthy collection of the best' specimens 
of the letter-writer's art,, more to be esteemed for 
' what we passed in silence 'than for what we quoted. 
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HIGH LIGHTS 


THE BANKER AND I 

TAKE A TRIP Ly Alfred James Dewey 


DESTINATION; The Kern River country. 

OUR ROUTE; Over the Ridge Route to Bakersfield 
-- to Porterville -- Exeter -- Lemon Cove -- Giant 
Forest -- Grant Park — and on - to the Kern ... 

WE SAW; Great machines harvesting wheat ■. <. 

tractors pulling gang-plows over vast fields ... 
golden velvet draped hills .., soft green meadows .. 
spotted with delicate flowers ... clear mountain 

streams reflecting huge boulders and giant trees ... 
brilliant sunlight playing on dancing ripples ... 

— Snow-capped peaks emerging from a wall of 
blue ... a white cloud floating against a cobalt sky 
... thousands of care-free people ... camp-fires 
sending thin veils of grey smoke upward to escape 
through the canopy of giant trees,... 

-- Fishermen hunting for a ’’likely hole” in a 
roaring stream ... the tops of sequoias turned to a 
rich copper by the setting sun ... people from all 
walks of life ... deer ... a bear ambling towards a 
garbage pail ... a young woman putting potatoes in 
the ashes to bake ... a man washing dishes while his 
wife chatters to a neighbor ... 

_ Pine needles turned to opalescent bristles 

by the sun's ray ... a small lacy cypress spotted 
in a dense v/oods - a breeze stirred its boughs to re¬ 
semble a fairy dancing ... 

WE HEARD; Laughs ... wholesome laughter ... 

The young v/oman of the baked potatoes said; 'I 
want to get these potatoes baked by the time John 
comes in from fishing 

"It's about time he came; it's getting dark ... 

"If he doesn't come soon, the potatoes will be 
dried up." 

The moon came up ... camp-fires and lanterns 
flickered like huge fire-flies. And then a shout; 
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"Here comes John! Did you get any fish? How 
many did you get?" 

"Of course I got some fish," said John. 

"Did-ya, honest? Come on -* show usi" 

Shrill shrieks of laughter — "You don't call 
those fish -- a couple of bites ... But, darling, . 
I'm glad you had a good time ... 

"You got anything to eat? The baked potatoes 
are burned, darling, do you mind?" 

OUR REriCTIONS: ^^e were relaxed ... there was 
no feeling of strife ... people were having fun ... 
the joy of living was reflected throughout the 
mountains .., Nobody spoke the word "war. 


cVIND ETCHED 


by Noureddln Addis 


A picture and remembrance, nothing more. 

An image slimly etched against the sky. 

Of youth and beauty which can never die 
From memory. Poised there above the shore 
She stood and seemed to gaze through some far door 
Beyond the sea, beyond the wind's wild cry; 

A door through which life's hidden treasures lie. 
She heard the tongues that speak in ocean's roar. 

Oh, gold and marble girl with hair of spray, 

Whose vital symmetry the winds make known. 

Are you a spirit come by heaven's decree? -- 
Or woman born of woman? You betray 
No imperfection as you stand alone 
And scan the secret heart of sky and sea. 

(Sonnet Sequences) 
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